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Sociologist links diamond ring size to 
marital satisfaction 


S By JOSH HALL 
Unifarce Staff Writer 


Professor of sociology, R. Harold 
Nielson, Ph.D., released his break- 
through study, “Engagement Ring Size 
and its Implications for Marital 
Satisfaction” Monday. Today Nielson 
discussed his findings at a special 
question-and-answer meeting held in 
the Varsity Theater. 

couples wherein the husbands had 
each purchased cubic zirconia of 1 ct. 
and claimed they were real diamonds. 
Both are now divorced. 

Eight years ago, Dr. Nielson began 
tracking 327 couples, all from BYU. 
According to Nielson, it didn’t take 
long to realize that he was on to some- 
thing. By the end of the 2nd year of the 
study, almost 50% of the couples with 
diamond sizes smaller than .5 carats 
had reported severe marital discord, 
and, in many cases, infidelity on the 
part of the husband, Neilson said. 

“During that same period,” he con- 
tinued, “the couples with diamonds 
greater than .S carats were all much 
happier, and had far more children 
than the lower group, which, as every- 
one knows, is a reliable indicator of 
marital felicity.” 


Among the other findings were 
these: 

e By the end of the study period, of 
couples in which the woman was given 
only a band, 89% were divorced; the 
remaining 11% were _ separated 
because the husband had been convict- 
ed of a felony and incarcerated. 

¢ Of the 117 couples in the less-than- 
.5-carat group, 35, or 30%, were 
divorced, and 79 more exhibited gross 
dysfunction. 

¢ Almost all of the couples in the 
larger-size diamond groups reported 
complete contentment. The only 
exceptions were two “This is really 
exciting,” said Nielson. “We have a 
whole new set of tools for diagnosing 
the root causes of marital discord. 
Now, when a couple comes in for 
counseling, with a quick glance at the 
woman’s ring, we can see if the hus- 
band is lazy, selfish, or cheap. The 
implications are enormous.” 

Nielson also pointed out two causal 
effects of large diamonds that may 
contribute to marital contentment. 
“Women with larger diamonds were 
able to etch love notes on windows, 
thus increasing communication 
between partners. Also, a larger dia- 


Diamond Size - Marital Satisfaction Index 


mond is more effective when used to 
signal rescue planes, making the wear- 
er feel more secure.” According to 
Nielson, these uses help strengthen 
trust and openness in marital relation- 
ships. 

Reaction among meeting attendees 
was joyous. When told about the find- 
ings, Rebecca Howell, 18, a freshman 
from St. Paul, Minnesota majoring in 
computer science said, “I knew there 
was a reason that a diamond was my 
best friend!” 

Sydney Stevenson, 20, from Vista 
Del Mar, California, a junior majoring 
in public relations, felt vindicated. “T 
always knew it was important, that’s 
why it’s such a big deal. I mean, the 
people who had a problem with it were 
a poor anyway,” she said. 


_ Jake Bos, 21, a junior from Ephraim, 
Utah who recently returned from the 
Pennsylvania Philadelphia Mission 
and who hopes to be married very 
soon, commented that “any guy who 


won't get off his butt and work 3 jobs. 


to buy a decent-sized ring for his 
woman is a loser and doesn’t deserve 
to get married.” 

Nielson said that people should not 
be shocked by these findings. “After 
all,” he said, “it’s common knowledge 
that when it comes to marital satisfac- 
tion, bigger is better. Now I've got the 
stats to prove it.” 

Nielson has been divorced twice, but 
is now living happily with his very 
wealthy, diamond-clad new wife, 
Cynthia, in Pleasant Grove. 


Maeserites put their honor to the test 


By JUAN JOHNSON 
Unifarce Staff Writer 


Karl G. Maeser once taught BYU students about 
integrity. Maeser said if he promised to stay inside a 
chalk circle, he would-even for the rest of his life. 
However, despite the pleas of the delinquent stu- 
dents, Maeser never actually performed this act, and 
it seemed this conviction would never be put to the 
test. Tuesday night, however, a group of students ini- 
tiated their own version of Maeser’s scenario. 

The students identify themselves as_ the 
Maeserites-a radical right wing group concerned 
about Honor Code violations, and inspired the Circle 
of Honor Fliers posted on campus last semester. 
Tuesday night, the Maeserites drew a 20 by 20 foot 
chalk circle around the famous Karl G. Maeser stat- 
ue on campus, and stepped inside. They have 
remained since. 

LeVoy.Darl Smith, a junior from Hicksville, Utah, 
and a spokesman for the group, told reporters he and 
his comrades have pledged to stay within the white 
line until BYU’s administration agrees to adopt 


“some new guidelines for the school’s Honor Code. 


‘Smith and the Maeserites are demanding tighter 


restrictions on the dress code and harsher punish- 
ments for those who violate the code, including fines 
and even temporary incarceration in the Brimhall 
building (because “nobody decent would go in there 
anyway’). 

Why all of these changes? Smith says, “All of 
these women runnin’ ‘round in them knee lengthers 
and them short sleeves all the time, it leads a man 
into temptation. It gets him thinkin’ ‘bout exposin’ 
his own self for the world to see. It happens! Jus’ 
read that there Police Beat.” 

So far, the group seems to have had little effect 
because members of the administration refuse to go 
and see the group, and the Maeserites cannot leave 
the circle. The group is having other problems too. 
Thursday night the students were thrown into disar- 
ray when a light rain erased the circle, but soon it 
was redrawn and the Maeserites say they found new 
strength in holding hands and singing “Who’s on the 
Lord’s Side?” (hymn #260). 

Some students are skeptical of the group’s inten- 


tions. Mel Cahoon,’ a Sophomore from Thousand 
Oaks, California, majoring in Sociology said, “I bet 
these guys just want an excuse to get out of 
American Heritage class.” 

The administration has little patience for the 
Maeserites, and they are discussing the possibility of 
replacing the students with scabs from UVSC. 
Robert Jones, head of the BYU Admissions Office 
said, “These students need to know how lucky they 
are to be attending BYU; it is the ‘Harvard of the 
West’ you know. Every year we have to turn down 
many worthy students, and I am sure they would 
gladly replace those students who are not happy 
here.” 

The Maeserites also may be caught in an Honor 
Code paradox says Moroni Peterson, a senior from 
Ogden, Utah, majoring in New Testament , and 
member of the Honor Code Council. The council 
will meet Wednesday to discuss whether a chalk cir- 
cle should be classified as BYU approved housing or 
not. 


In our never-ending quest to lead the way in 
setting an example on campus and in keeping 
with this week’s emphasis on the Honor 


Code, we here at the Student Review have 
upped our standards— 


SO up yours. 


A Response to President Bateman’s Plagiarism 


. by Taryn Wahlquist 


Only once have I had the conscious desire to leave BYU. My desire was not 
inspired by a lack of commitment to the Honor Code (as I had once believed could be 
the only cause for desertion), but rather by a fierce devotion to it. The day that wish 
entered my consciousness was the day I read the article in the September issue of 
Sunstone by an anonymous faculty member. 

The article addressed several injustices that have occurred in recent years at 
Brigham Young University, including the dismissal of several gifted and beloved pro- 
fessors. These stories were disturbing indeed, but perhaps the most shocking portion 
of the article was the one in which the author accused Merrill J. Bateman, president 
of the University and general authority of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day 
Saints, of committing plagiarism in his inaugural address. The author claims that 
Bateman essentially stole his section on moral relativism from a speech given by 
Gertrude Himmelfab at the inauguration of Baylor University’s new president in 
September 1995. She writes, “it is not a word-for-word lifting of text, but it is a 
sequential summary of another person’s ideas and writing without attribution.” 

According to an article in the Salt Lake Tribune, President Bateman respond- 
ed to this accusation by issuing a three-paragraph statement through Brent Harker, 
director of BYU Public Communications. The statement said that “if there was an 
inadvertent error, it was in phraseology, not in attempting to take credit for someone 
else’s ideas.” 

Now let us turn to page 6 of the undergraduate on which the section of the 
Honor Code entitles “Academic Honesty” can be found. Because I have to believe 

_ that the church would never call a blatantly dishonest man to be a general authority 
(and therefore I believe Merrill Bateman when he says he did not attempt to take 
credit for Himmelfarb’s ideas), I will skip the section on intentional plagiarism and go 
right to the paragraph on inadvertent plagiarism. : 

“Inadvertent plagiarism involves the inappropriate, but nondeliberate, use of 
another’s words, ideas, or data without proper attribution,” the paragraph begins. I 
think we can all agree that this was the case. The paragraph reads on, “Inadvertent 
plagiarism usually results from an ignorant failure to follow established rules for doc- 
umenting sources or from simply being insufficiently careful in research and writing. 

. Although not a violation of the Honor Code, inadvertent plagiarism is a form of acad-- 
emic misconduct for which an instructor can impose appropriate academic sanctions.” 

‘It is not a violation of the honor Code, yet seemed important enough to 


include in the writing thereof. In my eyes, therefore, it seems important enough to be 
taken seriously—especially by the University president. At the end of the Honor Code 
document is a section called “Faculty Academic Integrity.” It states, “The substantive 
standard of academic honesty stated in this policy apply a fortiori to faculty. Indeed, 
all members of the BYU community are expected to act according to the highest prin- 
ciples of academic integrity.” Clearly, President Bateman has violated these princi- 
ples. 

This incident should raise several concerns for students who attend BYU. 
For one, how seriously can the student body be expected to take the Honor Code, 
when their guiding figure has participated in a form of intellectual theft? What kind of 
example is he setting for the community of scholars BYU has the potential to pro- 
duce, and what message is he giving our prospective employers? 

While not in direct violation of the Honor Code, Bateman’s actions still 
make a mockery of academic integrity. Though unintentional, his carelessness has set 
a poor example and has, in essence, undermined his very authority. Trust is long in 
earning, and quick in vanishing. 

Mine is not a call for resignation, dismissal, nor any kind of disciplinary 
action in the Bateman plagiarism case. This is not a call to arms, nor a summons for 
open rebellion against those called to lead us. I recognize that Bateman is a human 
being, and the fact that he is a general authority in no way makes him infallible in my 
eyes. What this is, rather, is a call for awareness. Students, faculty and administration 
alike must be aware of this case. 

And I would hope that this matters to all of those people. I would hope that 
every student, faculty member, and member of the administration cares deeply 
enough about the Honor Code and its principles of integrity to take this matter seri- 
ously. Merrill Bateman is a human being, and human beings make mistakes, but this 
is a pretty big mistake to make on your first day as the University president. 

In an attempt to see the glass as half full, however, let me point out that this 
incident has the potential to be turned into a positive and insightful experience. 
Perhaps now professors will be a little more understanding the next time a:student 
make “an inadvertent error” in citing sources. Perhaps students will begin to see that 
President Bateman is a regular guy like the rest of us, rather than an all-powerful 
administrator who could never betray us. And perhaps Merrill Bateman will be a little 


. less likely to demand perfection of his students, and a little more likely to proof-read 


his speeches more carefully in the future. 


by Ed Whitley 


he following is an excerpt from the diary of world-renowned explorer, anthro- 

pologist, social psychologist, and member of Her Majesty’s Royal Society of 

Anachronistic Adventurers, Thrughold P. Weatherby. Dr. Weatherby, in his 

~ extensive travels, once found himself in a small hamlet of the Western United States 

known as Provo. While there, he conducted research into the behavior of the indigenous 

peoples and recorded the following entry on the religious habits of these desert inhabi- 
tants: 

“Mormonism is a bizarre cult based on infant worship. The religious services of 
Mormons are aimed at bringing small children to a state of cacophonous religious zeal 
in which they utter loud, incomprehensible pleas to the gods in behalf of the general 
membership. Said zeal is achieved by making the children as restless as possible during 
the otherwise silent holy rites. A normal service consists of the members gathering 
together in a ‘chapel’ on the first day of the week to sit together in family units on 
‘benches’—the more devout congregations seating themselves on hard wood, the less 
valiant on padded seats. 

“The service begins when the officiating individual, the ‘speaker,’ stands at the 
‘podium’ and says whatever he or she feels will bore the young children most so that they 
in turn will communicate with the gods through cries, whines, and moans. A ritualistic 
use of constant repetition in the subject matter of the services tires the children quickly 
and causes them to make their pleas to the gods earlier on in the service and with greater 
volume. The officiating individual reads the service in the most monotonous voice pos- 


sible. Indeed, in Mormon worship it appears that the use of vocal inflexions is near 


heresy because by so speaking the children remain pacified, and do not make their pleas ~ 


to the gods. 


“While the ‘speaker’ may be either male or female, it is usually the male that is most 
effective in inducing the frantic religious fervor in small children that is so desired by 
this cult. The male is the head of each family and wears a cloth phallus around his neck 
to represent patriarchy. (The phallus is made of silk or polyester depending upon the 
male’s position in the church hierarchy.) Said phallus is called a ‘tie,’ to indicate the state 
of repression in which they keep their females, who, in turn, cover their heads with large 
bows to show their respect and humility. (The larger the bow, the more pious the female.) 

“The older male children—who wear clip-on cloth phalli—also participate in the 


religious service. They move up and down the aisles and among the worshipers in order 


‘to encourage the infants’ cries by reminding them of their hunger through the offering of 


an unsatisfying (and often stale) oblation. 

“Once a month at the beginning of the ceremony, a group of males takes the 
youngest child in attendance to the front of the congregation and holds it in their arms to 
‘give it a name and a blessing.’ The main purpose of this particular rite is to agitate and 
frighten an otherwise sleeping infant. The males place their hands under the peaceful 
infant and hold it a few meters above the ground with hopes that the increase in altitude 
will induce panicked screams in the child. During this particular ritual, the males 
involved concentrate intensely on the child while the rest of the congregation closes their 
eyes and achieves a trance-like state of profound meditation. I too found myself entering 
this realm of unconsciousness as I listened to the rhythmic lull of the officiator’s voice. 

“Truly,” the entry concludes, ‘a most strange and puzzling group. I had expected to 
see this type of odd behavior only among the most primitive of peoples in the darkest 
regions of the world. Were I to tell the other members of The Society of my encounter 


with the Mormons they would most definitely think me mad.” ~ 


all that is evil and dark 


by Heather B. Hamilton 


his is a true story based on events that took 
place in Utah in 1997. At the request of the 
survivors (me), 
changed. Well, I'll just change his name because 
even though his name isn't Matt, it should be. All 
Matt stories are bad stories, and usually, an thing bad 
that happens in this world can be strategically linked 
to that evil breed of human being working evil and 
darkness under the title "Matthew." So, I'll call him 
Matt, Worker of all that is Evil and Dark. The rest 
of the story unfolds exactly as it occurred. 

Matt, Worker of all that is Evil and Dark, violates 
the two essential characteristics of the basic, tolera- 
ble human entity. First, he doesn't know who Oasis 
are. In fact, he thinks that the Almighty Noel 
Gallagher smashes watermelons with huge toy-like 
hammers to earn a living. And secondly, his name is 
Matt. Now, I know you're thinking, wait, his name 
really isn't Matt. But ah, he is a Worker of all that is 
Evil and Dark, and can therefore be classified as a 
Matt, just like you can call anything that is green, 
slimy, and actively consuming nasty flies with a 
whip-like, mucous-covered tongue a_ toady 
amphibian. 


I owed my cousin a courtesy double-date, and ae 
consequently agreed to go out with this toady . 
amphibian one very long and darkly evil Monday 


eveing. Never agree to go on a courtesy date, 

especially with someone not qualified to be your 
Wonderwall, or you, too, will end up stranded with 
a Matt, Worker of all that is Evil and Dark, in front 
of over 20,000 people. And he will want these 
20,000 people to know 1) you are HIS date 2) he 
doesn't mind public display of affection and 3) he 
doesn't mind this display involving your thigh and 
his chubby, stubby, greasy hand. Never agree to go 
to a Jazz game with Matt, Worker of all that is Evil 
and Dark, even when he has really great seats 
because these really great seats will place you and 
the toad only a few rows in front of your ex- 
boyfriends's sister and her husband. And they will 
see you with this amphibian-like toad and they will 


ois 


the names have been 


be sure to notice the brown wing-tip loafers, black 
double-breasted suit, and blindingly bright silver tie 
this Evil and Darkness Worker picked as his "Jazzy 
Attire." I'm not lying. Really. And they will be sure 
to tell your ex-boyfriend "hi," that they saw you at 
the Delta Center sitting with what is a few steps 
lower on the food chain. 

Never agree to wait until after the game to eat with 
this pond dweller because after your ex-boyfriend's 
sister and her husband leave and go back to the 
world that 
you once 
knew, 


V 


will realize just how famishing 

4 Zee exhausting a basketball game 
can be. And you will begin to resent the 
smell of the mustard and relish stain on the 
sickeningly silver tie heaving next to you in 
satisfaction. You see, once you agree to go to a Jazz 
game with Matt, Worker of all that is Evil and Dark, 
you also agree to play those shoot-a-hoop win-a - 
prize state fair type games at every time-out and 
commercial break. And you agree to watch him play 
until he wastes so much of his money that he has 
only enough left to buy himself a coke and two hot- 
dogs. And he will point you in the direction of a 
water fountain. when you make all but obnoxious 
gasping noises of dehydration. And the blue, white, 
and red basketball he won by supernatural interven- 
tion at those shoot-a-hoop games will be your only 
comfort through the rest of the second half because 


blue, white, and red are the colors of the British flag, 
and Oasis are British, and Oasis are brilliant, and 
Oasis are a part of a world that Matt, Worker of all 
that is Evil and Dark, will fortunately never be a part 
of. 

Never agree to go to a restaurant after the game 
even though your cousin has agreed to pay for all 
participating parties who ran out of money shooting 
hoops. You see, terrible toad will still be hungry, and 
he will order and consume two entire Awesome 
Blossoms, a steak and potato entree, four side orders 
of black beans, and every last crumble of a mile- 
high mud pie. And he will pat his belly, and grin, 
and coo, and eat his burps under his breath. Really. 
And even though he lives in Salt Lake and your 
cousin lives next to you in Provo, he will insist on 
driving you home, alone, just the two of you. And 
after the hour and half drive from Salt Lake to 
Provo--the hour and a half of merciless Mariah 
Carey ballads along I-15 at 50 mph--he will stop his 
car four houses down from yours so that the two of 
you can walk together, intimately, to the end of this 
most enchanted evening. And at your doorstep he 
will place that blue, white and red basketball that he 
won for you! at his bulging belly, and he will trap 


"you against your door with his belly and that bas- 


ketball. And with black bean breath he will lean — 
over that barrier basketball and ask, "Can I kiss 
you?" 

And that scene from 'Microcosmos' where the two 
slugs consummate in slimy, oozing, undulating, 
slug-sex fun will seem clean and proper and prefer- 
able to the two toady amphibian-like lips coldly 
secreting on your cheek, because you turned your. 
head at the last possible moment in an instinctual 
action to flee. 

In essence, don't agree to go out with any Matt, 
Worker of all that is Evil and Dark. In fact, don't 


‘even associate with a Matt. Don't talk to them, and 


especially don't feed them. Noel Gallagher once 
said, "Don't look back in anger," which means don't 
date a Matt or one day you'll be really mad that you 
did. 


The Honor Code: an important poem of question and answer 
by one of Fara’s friends 


Is it against the Honor Code to sing “Wild Thing” during ward choir prac- 


The Clubnotes column is for clubs. If 
you're not a club, this isn't your col- 
umn. 


Mormon Caffeine Drinkers 
Anonymous meets every Wednesday 
night at 7 p.m. in front of Hart's. We 
will go inside and practice buying 
non-caffeinated beverages while there 
is plenty of Dr. Pepper available. If 
this doesn't work, shock therapy is the 
next step. 


Crack Smokers Club: This brand- 
spanking-new club, started by a few 
Student Review writers is open to 
anyone who likes to smoke crack and 
rip on Utah drivers (and their moms). 


BYU Groundscrew meets every 
morning at 8 a.m. in front of the 
Visitors Center. Bring your own hoe. 


Report-your-roommate-to-the- 
Honor-Code Club invites all students 
concerned with their roommates' eter- 
nal salvations to an introductory meet- 
ing this Thursday at 8 p.m. in the 
Brimhall Atrium. 


Atheist Students: The Daily Unifarce 
apologizes for printing the announce- 
ment in the last edition of clubnotes. 
Apparently it was a trap set by 
President Fishbate to find out who 
you are and eliminate you. Please dis- 
regard all future announcements, and 
don't let anyone know your true iden- 
tity. 


Gay Club: see the above announce- 
ment. ditto. 


Shorts-to-your-knee Club: wear your 
favorite pair of modest shorts and join 
us this Wednesday at 7:30 p.m. in the 
Wilkinson Center Ballroom. 


Eight-Cow Wife Club: Even if you 
think you're only a six, come anyway, 
and we'll teach how to measure up. 
Tuesday evenings, 6 p.m. in the SFLC 
step-down lounge. 


Students against Student Review: 
Together we can stamp out free 
speech and eliminate all forums for 
open thought. If interested, email 
<spuck @cris.com> 


tice? 
No, if the following are true: 
You sing it in four part harmony. 
There is a tenor solo and a flute. 
You sing at least one verse a capella. 
You have either an ooooohing or humming descant, sung by a blonde 
soprano. 
You have a testimony to the truthfulness of the song. 
Half of the sopranos are singing the tenor part an octave up. 
Someone is flat. 
You sing it with the spirit. 


Is wishing for someone to die against the Honor Code? 
No, as long as: 
Your skirt was to your knees when you made the wish. 
You’re not camping with a mixed group. 
You didn’t use any four-letter words in your wish. 
You didn’t judge the person when you made the wish. 
You really mean it ‘cause then you’re not lying. 
You’re not at your boyfriend’s after midnight when you make the wish. 
You’re not stealing the wish from someone else. 
You’re not throwing a snowball when you wish it, or driving too fast. 


You wish it on everyone else so that you’re not discriminating. 


You go to all the devotionals including the ones where they just dance. 
You repent of the wish and talk to your bishop. 
You wish it with pure love of charity. 


Is it against the Honor Code to watch your roommate undress? 
Yeah, you freak! 


duct tape: a practical application 


1. Look like that guy from Star Trek. 

2. Graph paper for the blind. 

3. Kleenex for long winded people with power- 
ful diaphragms. 

4. Who needs a raincoat when you have an end- 
less supply of duct tape and body hair? 

5. Keeping a strip handy in your locker could 
keep you from having to go home to shave after 
being denied entrance at the Testing Center. 

6. Fold a strip over on itself and form a loop. 
Instant replacement fan belt for your car. 

7. Air/Water/Nuclear-tight band-aids 

8. Tape two pens together so you can write 
twice as fast. 

9. Duct tape underwear never needs changing. 
10. Bookmark. (Go ahead, just TRY to lose 
your place now!) 

11. Tape your TV to the ceiling above your bed 
so you won’t miss any late night infomercials 


before nodding off to sleep. 


12. Not allowed to chew gum in class? Duct 
tape tastes great and lasts longer. 

13. Save money on doctor bills. Instant cast for 
broken arms, legs, or necks. 

14. Duct tape works great when you’re cooking. 
Just wrap a couple strips around each hand 
while you’re handling those hot baking sheets. 
15. Who says duct tape is obsolete? Scan it for 
a nice background for your web page. 

16. Human fly: Cover voor and start climb- 


ing. 


\ 


17. Stay.awake while eo long distances oe 
taping your eyelids to your forehead. ‘(Also acts’ 


as reflectors for oncoming cars.) 

18. Tape yourself to the toilet after eating at El 
Azteca. 

19. A low cost replacement seatbelt. (not guar- 
anteed) 

20. Do it yourself bikini. 

21. Babysitting has never been easier. Tape the 
kids to the couch, their bed, the ceiling, the dog, 


by Cami Hill 


or whatever is handy at the time. 

22. Making wedding plans? Your silver cum- 
merbund will be the envy of all- and a perfect 
fit, too! 


23. Improve the world. Tape Pas Smith’s 
mouth shut. 

24. Avoid unnecessary campfire burns by wrap- 
ping some around your hands when you’re 
roasting hotdogs without a stick. 

25. Duct tape makes a great tie for church. (and 
metallics are in!) 

26. Keep getting locked out of the house? Tape 
a key under a rock. In fact, for extra safety, 
wrap the whole rock up a couple times. 
Burglars are stupid, they’ ll never notice. 

27. Toilet paper. Cheap, yet very effective. 

28. Resole your favorite shoes. Duct tape gives 
great traction in the snow. 

29. Safety for Provo joggers: Wrap your feet 
and legs for improved night visibility from cars. 
30. Convert your car into a limo! Simply cover 
all your windows (except the front one) and 
watch everyone stop, gawk, and-wonder who 
might be inside. 

31. Backpack just broke? No problem. Wrap a 
strip or two around your books and have a room- 
mate strap it to your back. 

32. Instant engine fix, no matter what the prob- 
lem. 

33. Scrape the silver coating off, bake it and 
smoke it for a natural high. Says nothing # about 


it in the Word of Wisdom. «)° \. 
34.- Tenants keeping you’ busy’ with aan for 


kitchen maintenance? Duct tape makes a great 
kitchen decor, shelf paper, splash guard, floor 
tile, and wallpaper, not to mention all of the 
practical uses around the apartment. 

35. Promote peace in the home with the duct 
tape’s alternative solution to earplugs: Tape 
your mother in law’s mouth shut. 

36. 4 out of 5 hijackers prefer duct tape to 


by pez 


masking tape, when strapping dynamite to their 
chests. 

37. BYU Campus Cops on your trail again? 
Tape two horn-shaped pieces of duct tape to 
your head and run around saying, “Catch me, 
I’m a steer!” Guaranteed to get you half the fine 
in less the time. Now that’s efficiency. 

38. Use it to force President Clinton to keep his 
pants on. 

39. Substitute teacher? Quick, grab that last 
piece of chalk and tape it to the middle of his/her 
back. 

40. Tape socks together so they don’t get lost in 
the wash. 

41. Makes great streamers for the wings of that 
old DC-10 you’ ve been meaning to customize. 
42. Still can’t afford white gold? A one inch 
wide rolled-up piece of duct tape and a cornnut 
will fit into any married hopeful’s budget. 
Never needs resizing! 

43. Avoid pickpockets while touring Europe’s 
nude beaches by taping your wallet directly to 
your buttocks. 


44. Line a smal! cardboard box with the stuff. 


Cost-effective tupperware. Throw a party for 
your friends and convert them too! 

45. Who needs a wonderbra? 

46. Wrap the Terminix-man in duct tape so he’11 
last as long as the cockroaches do. 

47. Acouple well-sculpted pieces of duct tape 
and no one will know that Se really: sons t spoke 
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49. If everyone patched one Provo pothole or 
sidewalk crack each day, we could have this city 
cleaned up in no time. 

50. Little know fact: The founder and inventor 
of duct tape, Sir Francis Drake, was indeed, a 
duck. 


Freshman’s FAQ 


10. Where can you go in Provo after midnight? The answer is, of course, nowhere. Okay, you really have two choices: Taco Bell and 
Denny’s. Neither of these are very enjoyable unless you’re stoned—at least judging by the clientele frequenting the restaurants in the 


wee hours. 


9. Do you think a guy/girl could fit through my dorm window? First, not unless they’re very thin, and sont: don’t try it on the seventh 


floor at Deseret Towers. 


8. Quiet Hours? Ha! No such thing. After a few weeks in the dorms, you’ll wonder why they call New York the city that never sleeps. __ 

7. Will you wait for me? The time honored question asked by every missionary from that Saturday’s Warrior guy to Jim Bob who just wants 
some girl to show up at his farewell to prove that his freshman year wasn’t a total loss. 

6. How come the dorm pancakes absorb all that syrup? It’s been clinically proven that they cook the maxi pads right in to provide 


maximum absorbency. 


5. Do you accept checks? Okay, here’s a question you never need to ask in Provo. Everywhere from McDonald’s to Lovely Lola’s Palace of 


Peanut Brittle takes checks—I promise. 


4. Is there anyone in Provo who doesn’t jog? No, there isn’t. Welcome to the land of perpetual jogging. Rain or shine, day or night, they’re 
always there—try not to hit them, however tempted you may be. 

3. Which way to Squaw Peak? Let’s just say it’s not on the straight and narrow. 

2. Are they really saying syphilis? Yes, they are. That unfortunate building is also know as the Joseph F. Smith Family Living Center, 
abbreviated SFLC. Those of you who spell phonetically can figure it out from there. 


— 


stands for Recreation Building. Go figure. 


. Excuse me, is this the Richurts Building? This is a question asked by the crazed natives of Utah County who are convinced that RB 


i'll be lovin’ you forever, or i’ve been watching you?| 


Please answer the following questions by selecting the response which best fits your 
needs, wants, neuroses, habitat, personal space, etc. Keep track of the answers so you 
can correctly identify your personal psychosis upon completion. 


1. The song lyric which best describes your approach to the object of your lust 
is: 

“T’ll be lovin’ you forever,” The New Kids on the Block 

“Don’t you want me, baby?” Human League 

“Don’t try to run I can keep up with you!” Madonna 

. “Every step you take, I’ve been watchin’ you.” The Police 
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2. You share a class with your beloved, you: 
A. Practice writing out Mr. & Mrs. Humperdink R. Dingelhopper 
B. Sit close so they can admire your beauty. 
C. Enthusiastically confirm every comment your beloved makes. 
D. Sit behind them in hopes of collecting hair and skin samples. 


3. You spot your sweetheart walking between the SWKT and the library, you: 
A. Feel your heart skip a beat, send a longing glance, and heave a heartfelt sigh. 
B. Begin a loud and highly visible conversation with the nearest member of the 
opposite sex, letting him/her see how wanted you are. 

. Race to his/her side to create an “accidental” meeting. 

. Think about tracking them, and then realize you know exactly where he/she is 


going. 
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4. You finally attempt a conversation with your eternal companion-to-be, you: 
S-t-t-tammer out your admiration of their latest J. Crew purchase. 

. Show them your latest “A” paper. 

. Offer them suggestive conversation hearts. 

. Question them about the telephone conversations he/she had last night. 
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5. You decide the time is right to ask your significant other on a “study” date, 
you: 
A. Call BYU info for the number, and then rehearse your lines for an hour. 
B. Call and hit on his/her roommates to make your love jealous. 
C. Telephone, and bulldoze him/her into coming to your home. 
D. Label your cassette, and then hit re-dial. 


6. After the date, you: 
A. Spend the night in a romance induced daze. 
B. Squeal your tires as you pull away from the curb; let out a few war whoops. 
C. Call a half hour later to invite him/her to breakfast. 
D. Carefully record all the information you found as a result of stealing his/her 
Franklin Planner at a red light. 5 hic 
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7. When you call your date later in the week, and he/she is using the bathroom 
you: 
A. Gasp, shocked. Your honey uses the bathroom? 
B. Carefully explain that if he/she knew it was you, they’d drop anything. 
C. Tell the roommates you’ll call back in ten minutes. 
D. Chuckle, and then say, “Right on time.” 


8. When you call three days later, and he/she is still using the bathroom, you: 
A. Offer to bring over some chicken soup, he/she must be very ill. 
B. Wonder how anyone could pass up the opportunity to talk to you. 
C. Ask if the phone is cordless. 
D. Are puzzled; that’s not on the schedule. 


9. When your baby cakes dumps you hard core, you: 

Jump into the gulf of misery and endless woe. 

List all the members of the opposite sex who are dying to date you. 

Ask if he/she will be available for a date next week. 

. Threaten to reveal his/her secret addiction to both caffeinated beverages 
and Melrose Place. 
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10. Upon spotting the newly engaged ex-love-of-your-life and his/her fiance(e) 
months after your fling, you: 
A. Spare a moment for old sorrow, and then squeeze your fiance(e)’s hand. 
B. Walk up to the fiance(e) and say, “He/she could have had me!” Strut away. 
C. Stare at the two of them trying to remember where you’ ve seen them before. 
D. Cackle to yourself, and then inform them that you are their new neighbor. 


If most of your answers were A, you fall into the hopeless romantic category. You’re 
completely ineffectual as far as lovers go. No one ever notices you because they're 
too busy wiping their feet on your welcome sign. A life: get one. 


If most of your answers were B, all those lessons Sunday School lessons on humility 
were directed at you. Your pompous arrogance turns people off completely. Your con- 
ceit is so huge, a date with you is masochistic. Humble pie: eat it. 


If most of your answers were C, you are both obsessive and irritating. You smother 
people to death; after a few minutes with you, a vacation in Bosnia sounds less inva- 
sive than another moment in your company. Muscle relaxants: get some. 


If most of your answers were D, you’re a stalker. Stop trying to investigate everyone; 
just relax and be yourself, but without that annoying habit of following people every- 
where they go. The surveillance equipment: lose it. 


YN a aR? hen AS Sie a Date OnE ten ay 


“| want somebody to share, share the rest of my life, share 
my innermost thoughts, and all my intimate entrails...” 


A Troubling Game of 


Hide-And-Go-Seek 


by Taryn Wahiquist 


I am troubled by many things. My french homework, for one, has 
brought tears to my eyes on more than one occasion. I’m not above weep- 
ing over my literature class either. My troubles, however, go beyond those 
of a secular nature. 

It has become clear to me in recent months that I, and many of my 
Latter-Day Saint friends, have been hiding. This truth became evident to 
me one evening as I discussed religion with a close friend, and he 
responded to a hypothetical question of mine with a sermon on all the 
answers being found in the scriptures. It became even more evident to me 
as I recalled a recent sacrament meeting talk in which we heard more 
quotes and scriptures than we did of the speaker’s own voice. I also 
remember an experience I had as a freshman 
here when three non-LDS missionaries from 
another university approached a friend and I as 
we were sitting on the grass outside the library. 
They quoted many a biblical reference, and we 
in turn spouted off our scripture masteries in 
defense. 


Can Moroni 


This troubles me. Not that my friend that every Mormon is familiar 


believes in the truth of the scriptures, or that a 
speaker in sacrament meeting turns to the scrip- 
tures and to latter-day revelation for strength 
and support of his topic. Nor does it trouble me 
that I was able to recall a few scripture master- 
ies. I’m certain my seminary teachers would 
have been proud (and perhaps a little sur- 
prised), and I believe God delights in the faith of my dear friend and every 
member who has the courage to speak in sacrament meeting. 

What concerns me is that these individuals, including myself, have 
hidden behind these scriptural references. When I quoted Moroni 10:4-5, 
was I really telling those girls what I believed? Or was I sticking with 
what I knew to be safe? In retrospect, I’m inclined to believe the latter. I 


could have said a lot of things to those girls without the help of Moroni. I 


could have shared any number of experiences through which I came to 
understand the truth of certain principles. I could have said anything... 
that was my own. Can Moroni speak for me? By simply quoting a scrip- 
ture that every Mormon is familiar with, was I really hiding some deeper, 
more intense doubt? 

As my friend and I discussed religion late one night, the seriousness 
of it all weighed very heavy. Looking back, though, I can’t help wonder- 
ing if there wasn’t something more profound that we were missing. Were 
we telling each other what we really felt and believed, or were we mere- 
ly reciting what we’d been taught? 


There was this guy—let’s call him Bob. Bob, like, had this totally major crush on 
this girl—let’s call her Janet. Bob worshiped Janet from afar for many a moon. Until, 
finally, one day Bob girded up his loins, gathered his courage, and hung up on Janet 
three times before finally asking, you know, if you could, if you don’t have anything 
better to do (pause for breath) go out with me on Saturday night. Janet agreed. 

To celebrate his triumphant act of courage, and Janet’s capitulation, on Friday 
night Bob went out and became high on life, intoxicated, and otherwise got totally 
wasted. The brilliant Saturday morning light forced Bob to confront the fact that he 
had the mother of all hangovers. Diarrhea ensued. Vomiting followed. Bob began to 
question whether or not he was fit to go on the date. But as he contemplated Janet, 
that brunette goddess of love, he knew he was faced with a once-in-a-lifetime oppor- 
tunity which nothing, especially something which could be taken care of with a little 
Mylanta, should stand in the way of. 

So Bob and Janet boarded the love train, and headed into New York City. Bob 
wined and dined her in an exclusive and expensive restaurant where they passed out 
complimentary soaps in the bathroom—not that Bob would know. As the waiter 
approached to take their order, Bob noted that his intestinal distress was worsening; it 
would not be denied: Bob had to fart. While Janet was speaking with the waiter, Bob 
decided to let a little gas secretly escape. Instead, he pooped his pants. Bob began to 
perspire. In an effort to appear as if nothing was wrong, Bob leaned forward with his 
elbows on the table, and began talking very loudly. This also alleviated the warm 
squishy sensation. Janet remained oblivious. 

After they finished eating and were leaving the restaurant Bob exclaimed, “Oh, 
Janet, I forgot that I told my friend I’d buy him a sweater at the Gap. Do you mind if 
we go buy one?” 

Janet, ever accommodating, and obviously odiferously challenged, replied, ‘No, of 
course not.” 

Their trip to the Gap was short because Bob grabbed the first sweater he saw, and 
then carefully concealed a pair of pants beneath the sweater. When he reached the 
counter, he was faced with a gum-chewing trainee whose IQ hovered somewhere near 
the 80s. Bob leaned over and, looking deeply in her eyes, instructed through clenched 
teeth. “Just the nants. Just the pants.” 


By simply quoting a scripture 


with, was I really hiding some 


deeper, more intense doubt? 


the poopy pants story 


Religious regurgitation is a practice in which I find myself frequently 
immersed and often participating. I wonder what it is that we’re all afraid 
of. Perhaps I fear that if I say what it is I really think and feel about some- 
thing, I will somehow be thought less of, or be found unacceptable to 
those around me. Perhaps I would become the relief society “project.” 
When they pass out slips of paper in sunday school and ask everyone to 
write down one thing they’re going to do this week to serve others, some- 
one will write “help Taryn find the truth again.” 

The very idea makes me laugh. At the same time it troubles me 
beyond comprehension. It is absurd to think that I am less faithful than the 
rest because I have honestly said what I think rather than quoted a scrip- 
ture. I believe that faith is not a tangible thing. It is a journey. I’ve heard 
talk of the straight and narrow being the one true path, but when it comes 
to faith, I don’t buy that. It is true that in matters 
of behavior, the commandments have clearly 
been laid out before us. This straight and narrow 
is fairly easy to identify. But as far as the faith- 
journey is concerned, I am reluctant to believe 
that there is only one way to reach the destina- 
tion. Isn’t that the plan that Satan wanted? To 
make us clones? To limit our intellectual agency 
and guide us by the hand back home? I submit 
that if we are afraid to think for ourselves and 
find our own answers to the questions of life, 
then we have chosen the wrong plan. If I had 
wanted to come to Earth and be told what to 
think and how to believe, I would have fought on 
Satan’s side. I would now be spending my time 
perverting the plan of the Savior and leading hearts away from the true 
and living God. 

So the question becomes: What is it that God intended? Did he intend 
for me to sit at my kitchen table into the early hours of the morning with 
a friend quoting scripture and spitting out information that I learned in 
Sunday School? Or for my friend to lecture me on the truth of the scrip- 
tures when what I really asked him was, “What do you think about, this?” 
Did God intend for me to blindly follow church leaders without ever find- 
ing out if that’s really where my convictions lie? I don’t know what God 
intended, but my heart tells me that that’s not it. 

More than a test, life is a journey in faith. Life on earth allows us to 
face the uncertainties that lie within each one of us. We simply cannot 
hide forever, and we certainly cannot hide from God. If he is indeed omni- 
scient, then exposing our insecurity can be nothing less than curative. 
Giving voice to our doubts allows us to face the fear, to conquer it. When 
I stand before my God, I hope to stand with a heart free from fear, a mind 
clearly focused, and nothing but the naked truth that lies within me. 


speak for me? 


The salesgirl, now thoroughly confused, and understanding 
that this intense stranger was trying to say something important, 


answered, “Huh?” : 

Bob quietly but forcefully repeated himself, 
praying Janet wasn’t finding this exchange more 
than a little odd. The salesgirl seemed to grasp 
what he was saying, so Bob turned back to make 
conversation with Janet, heaving a mental sigh of 
relief. 

Bob and Janet reboarded the train, and prepared to 
return home. After the journey was underway, Bob 
turned to Janet and told her he needed to use the Q 
facilities. He picked. up the bag and speedily headed 
for the restroom. Once there, he tore off his pants and 
underwear, overjoyed to be relieved of his not-so-fresh 
burden. Holding them aloft, he opened the train window 
and flung them out, happy to sacrifice them to the dat- 
ing gods. He then opened the Gap bag, ready to put 
on his pants, and when he pulled them out it was: 
THE SWEATER. Bob began to perspire. Realizing 
there was no way to salvage this, pull it off, or 
otherwise make this situation seem normal, Bob 
put his legs into the arms of the sweater, and 
got off the train at the next stop. He proceed- 
ed to call his roommate from a pay phone 
in New York City, wearing one sweater 
on his chest, and one on his behind. His 
kind roommate drove to the rescue, and 
poor Janet was abandoned on the train, never to 
hear from Bob again. 


the church at byu is not the church i belong to 


by Jonathan Hart 


an article I read in the Daily Universe this morning. 

In it, Alton Wade, BYU Student Life Vice President 
suggests that adherence to the Honor Code implemented 
at BYU is a matter of personal integrity. “Most recog- 
nize,” claims Wade, “that if the Board of Trustees did 
not feel our outward appearance has an impact on 
BYU’s environment, they would not require these stan- 
dards, however the styles are not the real issue. The issue 
is one of honor.” Now maybe he was talking more 
specifically about young women wearing shorts this 
spring, since that was the most specific any of his com- 
ments ever got, but he also managed to tie it into this 
really vague concept we call the Honor Code. 

These types of editorials, I think, do help the student 
body intelligently address these issues, by defining how 
the administration understands the purpose of the Honor 
Code. I hope that by writing this, I can explain what 
BYU could possibly mean to those of the student body 
that don’t hold much esteem for what the administration, 
with all its good intentions, seems to represent. 

I need to preface the rest of this article— and please 
do not skim over this part. I honestly believe that the 
university (and by that I mean the administration) is try- 
ing to create something good here. I believe that the 
board of trustees is trying to help us. I don’t necessarily 
think there is any type of hidden agenda we’re not aware 
of. There are good people running this school that want 
to see us happily adjusted for future stages of our lives. 
And I’m grateful for the earnest love they profess- and I 
mean that sincerely. But on the other hand, I believe that 
there are consequences for the way that this school is run 
that the student body and faculty are suffering for, good 
intentions or not. : 

First off, I'll do away with the If-you-don’t-like-the- 
policies-so-much-go-somewhere-else argument. That is 
such a loaded statement. And maybe there are students 
at BYU that should leave the university, because they do 
seem to be overly concerned with those campus con- 
flicts. But there are quite a few students (thousands, I 
imagine), who are here living the standards to the best of 
their ability, but who disagree with the policies that per- 
petuate and enforce the Honor Code. They disagree 
because they believe this unique social environment at 
BYU could offer so much more to individual growth, if 
the constant focus on policies and administration could 
somehow shift. 

Now this could be a shift in many directions— a 
focus that would alleviate the fears of censorship and 
tenure among the faculty members, a focus on the edu- 
cation, where students feel free to talk about ideas and 
question the conventions. I often feel that my education 
is not much more than an intensified exercise in tact. I 
feel badly that professors are obligated to spend half of 
their lecture time offering disclaimers, in fear of offend- 
ing someone. I feel badly that the one professor who 
convinced me to stay at BYU is now gladly moving on 
to another university because now he won't have to 
work for, as he put it, “crazy people”. I feel badly that 
students are afraid to ask “controversial” questions, for 
fear of reproach from fellow students. I feel badly for 
students that do speak up and are scorned. I feel badly 
for people whose religious integrity, as perhaps Alton 
Wade would have us believe, seems to be gaged by 
something as unrelated as the Honor Code. It’s stifling. 

BYU is a special place. It could even be more so. But 
there is an administration here that seems to say, “Don’t 
ask questions! This is all for your good! We do this 
because we love you!” As true as that may be, who on 
earth put the notion into the heads of people like 
Presidents Wilkinson, Lee, or Bateman that it was their 
role to dictate and enforce these non-religious guide- 
Sines? What possessed them? And why is it that the 
explanations the faculty and student body are given 
come with beaming endorsements from General 
Authorities as if they were somehow offered in the 
capacity of their callings? For me, this is the real issue: 
we are constantly reminded that our school is run by the 
Lord’s anointed. I resent that. True or not, that does not 


: [= what got me all riled up about this topic was 


put the administration above reproach. Although we 
may sustain President Bateman as an inspired leader in 
the LDS Church, his position here as administrator has 
very little to do with .that calling. But we are led to 
believe that there isn’t a difference between the two. 
Emma Smith once said of her husband that when he 
spoke as a prophet he was a prophet, but when he spoke 
as a man, he was a man. 

But complying with the administration when we 
don’t understand or agree shouldn’t be the solution. We 
should say what we think. If there’s one time in our lives 
we should be controversial, when ideas should turn us 
upside-down— it should be now! This is when we 
should ask the questions. This is the time our beliefs 
should get a little shaken. This is when we should reex- 
amine our preconceptions. If confronting these issues is 
inevitable in the real world, shouldn’t we prepare to deal 
with them while we are here, in good company? By con- 
demning and even censoring certain aspects of the edu- 
cational institution, we are denied the opportunity to 
process. and sort out what we really believe. And I'll 
suggest some specific examples that we are facing 
today: feminism, art content, deconstruction, and free- 
dom of speech. By deciding to alter, de-emphasize, or 
simply not teach certain subjects, the university robs us 
from learning. That is morally reprehensible. It seems 
that the administration would like to edit and format the 
pursuit of intelligence— in short, the very glory of God 
(D&C 93:36). 

Or, if BYU wants to continue this practice of tact, as 
I called it earlier, it should change its name to some- 
thing, anything other than university. If the administra- 
tion wants students in and out in four years, they could 
call it a junior college. If they’re so concerned about get- 
ting us a diploma and a high profile job, they could call 
it trade school. One of my roommates the other day 
claimed that BYU was the “training ground for the 
future leaders of the Church.” So maybe it’s a religious 
institute, or a co-ed monastery. Maybe it’s a club— 
Brigham Young’s Club. That’s my favorite one so far. 
It’s like a club for law and business students with added 
perks— like art appreciation workshops in the HFAC, 
seminars at the JKHB on how to heckle English profes- 
sors, or retreats in Provo Canyon where you learn how 
to be content jumping on the bandwagon. Maybe I’m 
just not in on the joke. But let’s call a spade a spade. If 
it’s going to be a university, let it be one. 

Alton Wade quotes Spencer Kimball as having once 
said to students, “I realize that you may not agree fully 
with our code of dress and behavior. Perhaps you do not 
agree with it at all. You may think it old fashioned or 
unnecessary or bothersome, but the simple fact of the 
matter is that the code exists... and you have promised 
‘on your honor,’ to abide by that standard.” I can’t help 
but recall a First Presidency message in which President 
Gordon B. Hinckley suggests, “Discipline imposed for 
the sake of discipline is repressive.” President Kimball’s 
comment suggests that the only reason anyone would 
have any type of problem with the Honor Code is that 
it’s annoying— which actually, in and of itself, isn’t 
such a bad argument. But the point of this university 
shouldn't be to discipline us for fun. I imagine the 
administration could start adding new restrictions to the 
honor code, like no eating bread on campus. Or how 
about no green underwear (and that means you, too 
return missionaries!) And no sidebags— only back- 
packs! And I imagine that we could come up with legit- 
imate arguments for the implementation of these poli- 
cies. We can take a quick look at the past, if we'd like to. 
How about, I think it was around ten years ago, when 
men were not allowed to walk on campus without socks. 
One year, there was a statement in the Universe that sug- 
gested that the reason BYU supported this policy of sock 
wearing was directly related to the moral principles that 
made BYU such a special place: feet hair, it proposed, 
was medically proven to be nothing more than an exten- 
sion of pubic hair. Consequently, the year after this edict 
was released, the policy was removed from the code. 
Declining values of the world appeared to be winning 
the battle, even on campus, and naked feet donning 
birkenstocks became an essential part of the BYU stu- 


dent’s wardrobe. So how does that work? One year the 
hair on my feet was an extension of my pubic hair. But 
the next year, the hair on my feet is not so bad after all... 
not pubic? Not immoral? I could go into the whole issue 
of women wearing pants or jeans, but I think the dilem- 
ma is basically the same. And the dilemma is the same 
today— men and beards, women and shaved heads, men 
and long hair, and who can wear how many earrings, 
hair coloring, clothing style— these are all minor issues 
by themselves, but they are issues that we are dealing 
with now. Now my gripe is not whether or not the uni- 
versity has the right to impose these types of stan- 
dards— this is a private university and that means a lot 
as far as this discussion is concerned. But I am, as a 
member of the LDS faith offended, yes offended, that 
the university. suggests that these standards are the 
Lord’s, or that these are somehow the standards that the 
Church would have us live anywhere in the world. For a 
long time I struggled with that— is it the administration 
or the Lord that is guiding these policies? And will the 
administration please try and make that distinction for 
the students? We are constantly reminded that this 
school is run by a general authority and that the First 
Presidency and the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles head 
the board of trustees. It is by making that point clear that 
BYU policies become a kind of monolithic presence— 
even if only in our minds. A close LDS friend put it to 
me this way the other day, “The Church at BYU is not 
the Church I belong to.” 

In one sense, I’m grateful for issues like this— it 
stimulates something— it gives me something to fight 
for. I’ve never had to defend my beliefs more than I have 
in Provo, Utah. For all the criticism I’ve expressed here, 
I’d like to commend the teachers and students who have 
made this college experience more than worthwhile. I 
have been blessed (I'll even say blessed) with some 
incredible classes here. Some might say I’m learning in 
spite of the university— I wouldn’t go quite that far. 
There is a strange chemistry here that I love. It’s because 
of this love that I want to see things change here. 

Wade claims that, “...commitment and adherence to 
the principles embodied in the Honor Code... distin- 
guish(es) BYU from other institutions of higher educa- 
tion.” I can’t help but think that BYU cares about what 
the world thinks of them a whole lot more than the world 
actually does. What “distinction” is the university afraid 
of losing? And what is the reputation worth if the only 
reason we appear and act in a Cougar way is because we 
are forced to? I would like to pretend that my good 
name and an honest ecclesiastical endorsement from a 
religious leader are good enough to be a part of this uni- 
versity. Besides, I don’t know of any students, here or 
anywhere else in the world who have determined which 
university they will attend based on the reputation of the 
administration! A good education? Yes! A good sports 
program? Maybe! But I think we keep forgetting how 
ultimately unimportant the administration really is, or 
should be! And it’s actually the administration’s 
approach toward the faculty and the Honor Code that, if 
anything else does, ruins the school’s reputation. With 
all due respect, I can’t help but point out that, with all the 
concern about creating a great learning environment, 
other schools are doing better. 

I don’t believe in sitting around and complaining. In 
part, that is why I’m writing this. There are lots of ways 
that we can actively try to address and change things 
here. BYU is only as suppressive so much as we let it be. 
I’m not talking about a revolution— I’ve only been 
home from my mission for three months and I’m not 
much of a radical. I’m talking about the things we do, or 
don’t do, that create the problems. I just want to encour- 
age everyone to think about the reasons they came to 
BYU. We need to make BYU be what it should be— a 
university, where we can be proud to participate, grow 
and learn. We can speak up in class. We can write arti- 
cles and help people become aware that there actually 
are important issues. We can petition the school to 
change policies. We can be organized and know what we 
want! But let’s do something constructive. 


1 am -44% 


student survey of the honor code 


1. Have you agreed to abide by the Honor 


~ Code? 


98% yes 
0% no 
2% no comment 


2. Are you aware of everything you’re 
agreed to? (Have you read it?) 
712% yes 
24% no 
4% no comment 
Others: “J read until I got bored with it, so 
yes and no.” 

“Heck no.” 

“The Honor Code Council said I did- 
n't need to know what I was signing, and I 
could rest assured they would tear out my 
spine if I accidentally broke any of the rules 
which I didn’t know existed.” 


3. What time are members of the opposite. 
sex supposed to be out of your apartment? 
Weeknights: 12 pm -60% Weekends: 
1:30 am -25% 

11 pm -17% 


10 pm -23% 
12pm -31% 
(Incidentally, the correct answer is 1:30 am 
on Fridays, midnight on all other nights.) 


4. Have you ever had a member of the 
opposite sex in your bedroom? 
98% yes 


2% no 


Others: “Almost every night— I’m married to 
her.” 

“Members of the opposite sex don't even 
come to my place.” 

“Yes, because she just opened the door and 
came in while I was studying.” 

“He was just helping me fix my sewing 
machine.” 


5. Do you realize that Dress and Grooming 
Standards apply both on and off campus? 
58% yes 

42% no 

Others: “Yes, | even shower in knee-length 
shorts.” 

“Never heard of it.” (This from someone 
who reportedly reads the Honor Code every 
year for their ecclesiastical endorsement.) 


6. When you have to make a moral deci- 
sion, does the fact that you agreed to 
abide by the Honor Code ever influence 
that decision? 

38% yes 

60% no 

2% no comment 

Others: “Yes, but that is not the main rea- 
son.” 

“Yes, but so does the council member hiding 
in the bushes and spying on me, waiting to 
pounce.” 

“No, the fact that I’ve decided to live the 


"principles of the gospel made it for me a long 


time ago.” 


7. Do you see the Honor Code as 
Pharisaic? 

34% yes 

60% no 

3% no comment 

3% seldom 


Others: “No, I think it helps keep the high 
standards BYU should have.” 
“No, I think it is necessary to remind people 
of the things they’ve promised to do.” 

“In some ways, yes. For example, the trial 
banning of rated-R movies from the Varsity.” 
“No, the only time it becomes an entity more 
Pharisaic is when people get it in their heads 
to exercise unrighteous dominion (see D&C 
121). I can’t ever really support that.” 
“Sorry, I don’t get the question.” 


8. Do you stand up for the Honor Code 
with non-BYU students? 

719% yes 

17% no 

4% seldomly 

Others: “Yes, it wouldn't be fair to judge dif- 
ferent people by different standards.” 
“Depends.” 

“Never had the opportunity to, but I believe 
BYU is right in its position of holding every- 
one to the same code.” 


9. The Honor Code Office is looking for a 
new name. What would you suggest? 
The “No, we really do want to throw you out 
for something” Council 
Da Slammah 
Soldiers of Integrity 
Big Brother’s Watching You: BBWY (there 
were 

several votes for variations on this theme) 
I’ll Be Watching You (as quoted from The 
Police) 
The Dark Side of the Force 
Standards 
Hitler’s Helpers 
BYU’s Secret Police 
Honor Code Office 
Rat Police 
Nazi Police 
The Official Office of Enforcement of the 
Code of 

Honor for the former Brigham Young 
Academy, 

currently known as Brigham Young 
University 

(TOOOEOTCOHFTFB YUCKABYU) 
We Know Who You Are 


10. If you could ban any one thing (any- 
thing!) by adding it to the Honor Code 
what would it be? 
Hair bows 
Loud freshmen 
Campus construction 
People who come to BYU to get married. 
Bureaucracy 
Parking tickets 
Watching sports on the TV in the basement 
Basketballs, so those annoying jocks in my 
hall won’t 

keep me up until 3 am dribbling around 
People that shave their heads 
Utah drivers 
Aren’t there enough bans already? 
All Internet access— that is the root of all 
evil! 


Free library snacks 
Redeemable at the third floor 
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Free Testing Center Massage 
Redeemable during the test 


Do you realize that Dress and 
Grooming standards apply on 
and off campus? 


NO 
2% 


Have you ever had a member of | 
the opposite sex in your 
bedroom? 


NO COMMENT 
3% 


COUPON 


information desk 


COUPON 


of your choice 
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“If anyone asks, you hit him in the forehead.” 


by Dave Sneddon 


A long time ago (eleven years actually) in a country far, far away... 


had never’ been’ moré‘exCited' in my life. My best friend, the older and wiser thi teen-yi 
old, Joel, had decided that today was the day for my tite of passage into manhood. We oS 
going to the movies, but this time it would not just be Joel and I, this time we were going to 
be accompanied by two of those mythical enchanted creatures - girls. When we arrived at the the- 
ater, Joel, with his greater expertise in this particular field, slipped off into a dark corner with 
Kerry, and left me alone with an older woman of fourteen, named Emma. After the movie began, 
as a bold little eleven year old, I reached over to hold the hand of this goddess. Few words can 
describe the new sensations I was feeling, and the only thought running through my young mind 
was, “Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. I AM the MAN!” As the 
movie went on, my confidence began to dissolve, 
and a nagging feeling developed that perhaps I was 
supposed to do something more than just hold the 
hand of this vision of loveliness beside me. I decid- 
ed that I should talk .. . say something . . . anything. 
However, as I turned to speak, my life changed for- 
ever. I had no time to react as my face was absorbed 
into hers. Again, my young mind dealt with this 
new feeling, “Wow, so this is snogging. Cool. 1 AM ’ 
the MAN! Wait a minute, hang on. Crest, definitely 
Crest. This is kind of nice though, but I don’t think 
she’s very good at it. I mean I’m no expert but I get 
the feeling that just maybe, my nose shouldn’t be 
getting wet.” 

So began one mans quest to find those who would- 

n’t get his nose wet, learn from them and become 
the greatest kisser that the world has ever seen. 

Its that time of year again: the smooching season, Valentines Day. It’s the time of year when we 
all feel compelled to engage in tonsil tennis, tongue hockey, face sucking, spit swapping, ama- 
teur dentistry, making out, kissing, or to give it its proper Scottish name...snogging. 

Good kissing (i.e. in “Romeo and Juliet”), bad kissing (i.e. in’First Knight”, or “Top Gun”), 
we’ ve all seen both, but how does one become an accomplished practitioner of “the snog’”? To 
find the answer to this question I went where many before me have sought inspiration - the soli- 
tude of the mountains. There at Squaw Peak, Y Mountain and Provo Canyon Park, I sought the 
advice of those who had “hands on” experience of this art. 

First of all, don’t try this at home kids. Believe me knocking on a steamy car window with a 


flashlight in hand at 2 am doesn’t always make you the most popular person in the world. The 
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phrases. ‘“‘No we’re okay officer”, “quick start the car, he’s got a gun!”, “erm, can you go away 
now please”, and ‘“‘what’s with that funny accent” were the most common responses, but I did ~ 


learn a few basic guidelines for kissing. 


j ; 


Girls were the most vocal about what they disliked - tooth bumping, mouth blowing andidies 
ing are all big no-no’s guys. Animal analogies abounded and apparently llamas, frogs, and leech-__ 
es are not the animal kingdoms finest smoochers. One girl told me how a previous boyfriend, : 
“had this big cow tongue, he just stuck it in there and wouldn’t take it out”. Guys , be a bit more 
creative, but don’t go too far, lizards aren’t any better than cows. 

Guys surprisingly didn’t have as much to say on the subject. One cowboy type chap did have 
the following to offer, “this one chick licked ma face, one time, I didn’t much care for that.” Nose 

wetting, epileptic goldfish are never a 

ba good thing. Braces are a bad thing also. 

One poor freshman girl told me about her 
first kiss, with those rubber band braces, 
you know the kind that SNAP shut if you 
P open your mouth too wide; her date need- 
Ns Naif spa ed eight stitches in his tongue. This acci- 
dental laceration occured her freshman 

year of high school, and she never kissed 

Y, iy) again untill college, word-of-mouth so to 

7 speak. 

2 is good...ANY kissing is good. 


ostly though for guys all kissing 


The are a few universal kissing truths. 
For instance, the guy who’s steamy car 
window I knocked on who said, “she’s my 
sister actually”. We may live in Red neck 
country, but this is always bad, enough 
said. If you need napkins afterwards - bad. 
If your date falls asleep while kissing - 
bad, beyond help actually. Kissing underwater -very bad, practicing CPR is one thing, but the real 
thing isn’t as fun. Kissing Scottish guys - always good. Girls, if a guy tries to kiss you, slap him. 
Guys, if a girl slaps you, kiss her. Find good places to kiss. Hard thing to do if you live in the 
dorms, but here’s a few to help you get started: the Bean Museum, the basement of the Maeser 
Building, heating vents, the little red tube in the park at the school on the other side of 9th East. 

Now that we have the basics, here is the big secret: kissing is fun, and eight out of ten freshman 
in the dorms are perfectly willing to NCMO (non committal make out, study conducted for SR 
by Candace Chaney ). So now that the season for colds and flu is over, go and find a willing 


accomplice and spread some germs! 


my true love gave to me... 


twelve happy christmas couples in utah valley 


Summer Anne and Steve 


I met Steve at the ward opening social my freshman year. We had to 
play, “Do you love your neighbor?” and he said yes. We immediately 
starting dating, but we had to wind things down toward the end of the 
year so he could go on his mission. We decided that I should stay at the 
Y during spring term so that we could be closer, and I could send him packages for 
free. I drove by the MTC at the appointed time every night (9:25) and gave the signal: 
two honks meant “I love you.” I wrote him faithfully twice a week for the entire 730 
days that he was gone. On his hump day, I sent him a package with pieces of fabric 
from all the bridesmaid dresses (we decided who they were before he left). I told him 
that he would have to wait to see my dress. Anyway, he got back last week, and we’re 
getting married the day after Christmas. I know we’ll be happy. 


Cheryl and Peter 


Picking out the ring was the biggest dilemma Cheryl and I ever 
faced. She refused to look with me. She said that this was like a test: if I 
— really knew her, I would get the right ring. So I fasted and prayed last 
Sunday, and Monday morning I went to the mall. Needless to say, I was 
a bit nervous. I’d- only known Cheryl a month or two, and I didn’t want to screw this 
up. She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. My righteousness paid off. The spirit 
led me straight to the ring of Cheryl’s dreams. I have to admit it was a bit pricy, but I 
can’t put a price on our love. I proposed last night and she loved it. We are both anx- 
ious to seal our love in just twelve days. 


Josh and Paula 


I’m scared. Paula and I have been dating since 1992, but I still 
sometimes wonder if this is the right thing to do. It all seems so sudden. 
Se: se Like when I bought her that ring last Christmas, I never expected the 
_|wedding to come this quickly. Do I really want to tie myself to just one 
woman? I mean, I love Paula, but this is forever we’re talking about, unless, of course, 
we get divorced. The chances of that are high, you know. Both my parents are 
divorced. And we fight a lot. I hear that contributes to marital problems. Also, I read 
this thing a few weeks ago that said if you don’t buy her a big ring, the probability for 
marital satisfaction is low. And I have to admit, her ring’s not that big. Will we be sat- 
isfied? 


. Ben and Erin 


Ben and I were married last Christmas. It was perfect. I was the 
blushing bride and Ben was the handsome groom. We didn’t have to 
return one gift and we even got all of our china and silver settings. The 
unfortunate thing, though, was that we had to rent two U-haul trucks to 
get our stuff back to Provo. Ben’s dad was nice enough to drive up our newly-pur- 
chased Range Rover. All of our gifts are now settled into our house on the river bot- 
toms. I am reminded this year of how perfect our life is on our one year anniversary 
with the arrival of our beautiful, perfect, Mackenzie. 


Bob and Andrea 


Well, I met Sister Stewart, uh, Andrea, in the mission field. But 
before you jump to any conclusions, we were never in the same district. 
The fact that I was AP may have drawn her to me, but she made no 
advances until we were home. Mind you, when the opportunity arose, 
we felt no guilt or remorse about the fact that we were able to build upon our relation- 
ship of trust. Andrea and I are getting married December 18th and we feel that our 
mission enabled us to further establish a common ground in the gospel. 


Jim and Lynette 

When Jim called me Netty on our first date, I knew he was mine. I 
called him the next night and asked him out to dinner and a movie. We 
© lhad a marvelous time. Before he could jump out of the car, I invited him 
to the fireside on Sunday. He stammered (it was cold out), and he said 


yes. The fireside was great; the topic was marriage. I held Jim’s hand. I called him 
Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday. He finally returned my calls and explained that he 
was really busy but that he’d call me back later. I brought brownies by his apartment 
because he was so stressed. He really likes me—I can tell. I’m hoping we’ ll be next 
year’s happy Christmas couple. 


LaDawn and Clive 


I have always gone to the rodeo, but I have never found a guy 
whose Wrangler jeans fit well enough...then I saw Clive. With his Garth 
Brooks shirt, his tight fittin’ jeans, and those ropers, I knew he was des- 
tined to be mine. Our first date, he took me line dancing. Boy, could he 
move. Our reception will be at the cultural hall with bales of hay and even my Uncle 
Wayne’s band will be playing. It will be the best reception the town has ever seen. 


Nephi and Ruth 


Nephi was the first man I dated; He took me to the Varsity Theater, 
volleyball games, plays on campus, and even football games. Nephi is 
such a thinker. To give us time to get to know each other, he suggested 
that we walk to all of these functions. I was so impressed by his vast 
knowledge of the scriptures and back issues of the Ensign. I knew right away that if I 
married him, he would teach our children so much. I prayed every night that God 
would make him mine. My prayers were answered and we are getting married the day 
after finals end. 


Cynthia and Michael 


I put my name on the Wymount waiting list a year ago, because I 
had this feeling that I would soon meet the one. This was also the year 
that I gained a testimony of the inspiration of callings. I was called to 
the Ward Activity Committee and so was he. Michael and I hit it off 
right away, planning activities, throwing ward parties, and doing our best to make 
everyone’s year really fun. As soon as Michael and I began dating I was certain that 
my call to the WAC was straight from God and that I was inspired to put my name on 
the Wymount list. We are getting married at Christmas and we’ll move into our new 
apartment when we return. 


Alan and Brooke 


All I wanted was a girl to scoot up next to me in the cab of the 
truck. Brooke agreed. The end. 


» at? 


Heath was engaged thrice. Then came Lucinda. Now he’s been 
engaged four times. And this time it looks as if he’ll actually go through 
’ Iwith it. Heath needs to get married; he’s been thinking about it for WAY 
too long. Lucinda, on the other hand, has never dated a soul. She can’t 
wait to finally kiss Heath over the altar. He had made advances in the past, but Lucinda 
would not relent. December 27th will be a happy day for Heath and Lucinda. Go 
Heath go. 


Priscilla and Andrew 

Priscilla was the biggest mistake I ever made. I thought I loved her, 
I even told her that I did. But I lied. It took us three weeks to even find 
a ring. Two weeks later, she decided she didn’t like it. What was I sup- 
posed to do? So I got her another one. It only took her a week to hate 
that one. I talked to my therapist and told her the problem. She advised me to be 
aggressive, to be a man. So I dumped Priscilla and I’m taking my therapist out this 
weekend. If things work out, I’ve already got the ring—two, in fact. 


You might need therapy it... 


if you’ve begun describing the events of your life in terms of 
“sucks” and “doesn’t suck” 


If you have issues with personal space invasion 
If you think the Jazz is God’s team 


If you’ ve never been kissed— and you’re married 


If you cry everytime you do your homework 


If you think BYU is too liberal 


If you thought the Unifarce was serious 


If your roommates need to go to therapy because of you 


If you think “Condorman” is a really great film 


If everyone within a 4-block radius knows about your problems 


If your diamond ring is your best friend 


If you wear Teva’s in December 


If you find Bugs Bunny attractive when he dresses up like a If 


If you thought Physical Science 100 was really interesting girl bunny 
If you're the editor of Student Review 


If you think gold looks good on a uniform 


/ 


If, when thinking of random discussion topics, * 
ture” is the first thing that comes to your mind 


If you think “fetch” is a nice alternative to swearing 


If your favorite movie is anything with Kevin Costner in it 


‘sex with furni- 


If you enjoy bishop’s interviews 


If you’ ve taken your date to the international cinema more than 
7 times and you wonder why she doesn’t want to go out with 
you anymore 


If you curl up in a ball and whimper just because you can’t 
find anything good to eat in your cupboard 


If you think Provo is a really exciting place 

If you worked at Taco Bell for two years and saved your 
“Employee of the Month’ plaques (that’s plural because you 
received two) 

If you live in a small Utah town with the suffix -fork 

If your best friend is a stuffed monkey 


\ 
actually cried when you found out Steve Young was 
engpged 


If, every time you get a headache, you are convinced that 
means you have a brain tumor 


If you check your e-mail more than 27 times a day 


If your favorite scripture is found in the Song of Solomon 
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by Ellisa Evans 


e carefully placed the latest pair of 
He behind his socks in the top 

drawer. The satiny leopard-spotted 
underwear stood out in sharp contrast to their 
white cotton counterparts. A smile crossed his 
~~ face as he slid the drawer closed. Now she’d 
have to notice him. Leopard-print underwear 
might be exciting, but they don’t just get up and 
walk out of a drawer by themselves. 


- ran out onto his front porch and started rocking 
rocking rocking in his chair. She’d be home 
‘soon and he was always waiting to wave to her 
as she drove in her driveway. He rocked and 
thought about the rest of the panties. He hadn’t 
taken a printed pair before. He was afraid they 
might be her favorite and she’d be mad, so he’d 
just stuck to taking the plain, white, cotton ones 
from her dryer or clothesline. 

At first he’d wanted to take her cat. People 
always go ask the neighbors if they’ve seen a 
lost cat, and when she came he could invite her 
in for a visit and a bit of tea. He could always 
slip the cat back later, unnoticed. Unfortunately, 
he was allergic to cats, and started sneezing long 
before he could get the kitty into his house. 
That’s when he’d spotted the underwear on the 
7 line. Yes, she would surely notice missing 
§ underwear and come looking for it. He had 
fF exactly seven pairs, and the loss of even just one 
ps “pair would be sorely felt. 

' He had never taken more than one pair on the 
same day except for once. He giggled at the 
memory. She’d been shopping and her bags 
were still in the car. Oh how sneakily he’d 
crossed the street and slid that 3-pack of Fruit 0‘ 
the Looms from the loud crinkly bag. He stole 
back across the street gleefully, because he was 
certain she’d be around that night, asking if any- 
one had seen the thief. He even cooked a little 
something extra nice for dinner, just in case she 
stopped by. He sighed. How could she not _ 
have noticed? Last night when he counted there 
had been 33 pairs. Then he brightened. She’d 
have to notice the leopards, it was the only pair 
like it she had. 

Oh! There she was! Had she glanced over at 
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Almost clapping his hands with excitement, he 


look ma, no pantiesi™ 


him as she pulled into her drive? Had-she? He 
was certain of it. He went back inside to wait 
for her. 

Days passed, and weeks. She didn’t come. 
Long ago he’d had to relocate his socks to a 
cardboard box in the corner. He shoved a deli- 
cate negligee into the drawer, already brimming 
with an array of different types of underwear. 
What an assortment! However, it was getting 
more and more difficult to find things to take. 
Was she running out? Or did she hide it? He 
wasn’t sure. 

Desperation had made him reckless. He’d 
almost been caught a couple of times. Last 
week he’d just barely had time to hide in the 
closet when she’d come home early. He lis- 
tened as some workmen delivered and installed 
a brand new dryer.. That was funny, her other 
dryer couldn’t have been more than a year old. 
He’d barely made it out of that one. 

Maybe it wasn’t worth it. Perhaps an individ- 
ual not smart enough to notice the gradual dis- 
appearance of 89 separate articles of underwear 
wouldn’t provide intellectually stimulating com- 
pany. Maybe it wasn’t meant to be. He thought 
that over and sighed. Or maybe it just wasn’t 
worth it. 

He stood up quickly. If he hurried and put it 
all back maybe she wouldn’t notice. He ran into 
the bedroom to throw on some shoes. He 
looked in the closet--nothing. None under the 

bed either. Where had he left all of his shoes? 
There had to be a pair here somewhere. As he © 
walked past the bathroom he caught a glimpse 
of his slippers. They’d have to do. He hurried- 
ly slipped them on his feet and ran to get a 
garbage bag to carry back all the underwear. 
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Dear President Bateman: 


e heard how, in 1982, 
her a $100 piano (if you haven't, 1 
Imagine a young person, probably like your gr 


Perhaps you hav 
Jacobsen to buy 
always inspires me. 


the desire to. g0 forth and be the “music of hi 


jill has a divine destiny. She has 
put it, for our brothers and sisters throughout the world. It is a lofty, 
to pass without the help of many. 


my wife, is glorious. Naturally, many 
re, I have approved 


The vision I have for Jill, who is now 
date now. Therefo 


iano—many more than I can accommo 
Play before the 21st Century, with a goal 0 
until we can raise the $500 and decide exactly 


to report that $100 has alre 


what to do with it. 


I am happy ady been donated. 


Now I invite you, President Bateman, to join in this cause 


e as the hymn sa 


in the campaign? Becaus 
that 70% of my income woul 


Why participate 
more that 1 in the sense 


been given much 


in the campaign? Because the cumulative s 
Your example will i 


$500 piano, but cou 


Why participate 
signal to potential contributors. nspire d 


We may not have to settle for a 


cally inclined people. 
donating the equiv 


you consider 
take them to th 


What do I have in mind? Simply this: will 

anstead of taking your family to i 
campaign. Also snvite other family members to 
more, but in any case, all can participate. Even 
me. They will learn much about sacrifice by doing 


the 21st Century campaign. 


donate. Some of them wl 


this. I hope I can count 


mom, you may think the days are P 
You will influence countless pe 


her posterity. 


Referring back to jill’s 
gling student. They are not. 
legacy of “musical hope” to 


Sincerely, 


66 Odum 


Bob Andros 
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ano inspired her mother Gloria 
often I review the account, it 


such a dream! 


Spencer W. Kimball 
but is one that cannot come 


and deserving people desire a 
a major capital campaign, Learning to 
n is to be kept as 


and contribute to the campaign. 


more than if 


given much” 
for your water bill. 


your bank account will se 


match, double, 
Grand that elu 
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ambiguous as possible 


have. You have 


or triple your results. 
des all but a few musi- 


nd an important 


ampaign? For instance, 


e Morris Center. Then donate the savings to the 


Mullboons one evening, 
ill be able to give little, 
them to send them to 


the grandchildren. They have piggy banks. 
help in the Learning to Play before 
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dent who will pass along a 
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by Dave Sneddon 


am not a lecherous pervert. Just ask my mum, 
she’ll tell you, I’m nice . . . skinny and ugly, but 
nice. The cause of my carnal denials is an incident 

which has become known as “the lovecapade.” This is 
the story - After a night of copy editing/pizza 
eating/movie watching/talking about sex over at Taryn 
“goddess of love” Wahlquist’s house, being the good 

’ Mormon kids that we are, we all decided to take our 
ice chewing and frustration home for the night. Since 
my “attractive shades of cream and brown, runs good 
if you put a battery in, 1971 VW bug” is currently 
hibernating until sold due to a severe lack of cash, I 
was given a fide home by our kindly arts and letters 
editor, Fara. The problem is that we didn’t exactly go 
straight home. We took a minor detour through 
Arizona. You may think that Arizona is not on the way 
to 300 North, but it is if you go to Dennys first. 

Dennys in Provo is a mythical,-enchanted place 
where dreams come true. Then again it could just be 
the only place open in Provo at four a.m.. Many times 
I have felt the urge to party till the dawn, even to 
boogaloo till I puke, only to find myself avoiding my 
house, sleep and normality by having an 18th refill on 
my Dr. Pepper at Dennys. (Advice: never get in a 
how-much-Dr. Pepper-can-you-drink-without-going- 
to-the-bathroom-till-you-get-home contest. I cried 
when my roommate Justin decided to do a little off- 
roading on the way home.) I found myself in just such 
a situation - avoiding sleep that is, not developing a 
bladder hernia - on this night. 

I’m not really sure who suggested to drive down to 
Southern Utah to watch the sunrise. I just remember 
saying “do you want to?” I am convinced that this is 
the way that many world events began. Columbus 
probably only said that he’d go West for a bit of a 
laugh, until someone said “do you want to?” Moses 
was probably kidding when he mentioned splitting the 
sea, till God said, “do you want to?” Micky Dolenz 
wasn’t serious when he suggested the Monkees record 
their own music, then Peter Tork said, “do you want 
to?” As a result we now have America, Jews, and the 

- movie “Head.” Since we both did, for some unknown 
reason, have a wild and violent desire to leave Provo, 
the words “do you want to” were almost unnecessary. 


Southern Utah is possibly the best choice for all of | 


those angst ridden souls who are not adapting to mak- 
ing the campus their world. Southern Utah contains all 
the reasons that make leaving Provo so attractive; 
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doesn’t fork. Some seven foot tall guy was greeting 
people at the door. He had no chin and an Adams 
apple you could hang your coat on. The poor man 
looked like a halibut with legs, and I dread to imagine 
what his inbred mind resembled. The dear Lord did 
not mean for people to look like that, 
God created man in His own image 
and it would be a sad day for 
Christians around the world if 
God looked anything 
like this guy, 
whose parents 
must have been 
related in at 
least three ways. 
After a few 
adventures with some 
stranded tourists who we 
picked up and then nearly 
stranded again by running 
out of gas (Toquerville 
and Laverkin have no 
gas stations.), we saw a 
sign saying “Grand Canyon 
139 m.” Now what else could I 
do? Of course, 139 miles later we saw 
another sign which said, “Grand Canyon, 
Northern Rim - closed for Winter.” 

We managed to get back to Provo in time for 
the end of yet another SR meeting\party. Walking in 
the door, covered in red dirt and suffering from severe 
sleep deprivation, we became the joke of the week and 

even spawned the word of the week “lovecapade” 
from another editor. Since we had walked in slightly - 
sunburned and looking like a happy, glowing, fresh 
from the chapel of love in Vegas, couple, there were 
questions to be answered about whether or not we 
had had illicit sex. So long as you too can come 
home withjyour ecclesiastical endorsement intact, I 
highly recommend a lovecapade of your own. 
Spontaneous roadtrips may not help your grades, 
but they do give you a healthy dose of normality, and 
prevent the mental inbreeding that our academic isola- 
tion here perpetuates. So whether you are a writer, 
lovecapader, or just a naked groupie, come join 
Student Review, (eight p.m., Tuesdays, Brimhall 
Atrium.) It’s not against the Honor Code yet and since 
we are all too young for the summer of love, we can 
have the summer of lovecapade instead. 


polygamy (sex), Caffeinated beverages (drugs), coun- 
try music (okay, so it’s not rock and roll, but it’s not 
Afterglow either). One thing to remember is that some 
of those little towns have been a little isolated since 
Brother Brigham sent them down to populate the area. 
This translates into two noticeable 
effects. Firstly that some of those 
places aren’t too sure about 

gas, what it is, where you can 

buy it, etc. If you notice 
that towns like 

Beaver are on the 

map, this should be 

a good hint about the 
ones that are not. The 
second effect is that 
many of these towns 
have not had a 
fresh 


injection of new blood into their gene pool for 

many years. They want your lovin’. This is not too 
dissimilar to BYU in that marriage is often the first 
date. Also, the cliches about rednecks marrying their 
cousins which they met at family reunions - they’re all 
true. I even have a good friend from one of the larger 
towns (pop. 300) who did just this. At his wedding, I 
got to see first hand the effects of a family tree that 


Three Stripling Warriors Reunite Near HBLL 


by Corey Antum 
nN a monumentous event, two of the 
Stripling Warriors appeared on campus 
to meet up with their bronzed friend 
who has been situated on campus for 
quite some time. “It has been some 
time since we have all been together ever 
since Andy* got bronzed.” When asked about 
the bronzing, Jimmy** responded only that 
the process is similar to what happens to Han 
Solo at the end of The Empire Strikes Back 
and was done to provide Andy with a period 
of rest.” “Andy wants to be ‘thawed’ by the 
year 2002, in time for the completion of the 
new library wing. Unfortunately, BYU will 
lose a landmark piece, but of course the 
Johnsons*** are contracted at least until 
2025, so BYU has that going for them.” 
“We all take turns resting. Ours is a tireless 
schedule: from protecting sister missionaries 
as they teach discussions to thwarting crimi- 
nals at large to installing water systems in the 
yards of the older, widowed sisters.. 
Frequently, we are confused with the Three 
Nephites for such activities, since are are also 
three in number-but theirs is a completely dif- 


farant line af wark ” 


The Strippling Warriors came to campus to 
announce their potential candidacy in the 
upcoming BYUSA election where they feel 
they can “make a difference,” and also to pro- 
mote their new T-shirt: “Stripling Warriors- 
Mamma’s Boys” which can be purchased at 
the Bookstore. When asked about the explic- 
itly provocative nature, of the T-shirt, one war- 
rior simply replied, “hey, it’s at the bookstore, 
and we figure they know what they’re doing.” 

BYU warmly welcomes the celebrated 
warriors’ emergence, especially after so many 
years of carefully keeping their anonymity. 
The warriors have decided they will stay 
around to teach two newly offered courses for 
spring and summer: ‘recreational hatchet 
skills’ and ‘honoring your mother’. But 
celebrity status has its price. Jimmy feels it is 
tough to be so well known. He says that the 
three warriors have typically gone incognito, 
“mainly to keep us from becoming overbur- 
dened with fireside requests and to avoid 
aggressive intramural recruiting.” 


*not his real name 
**not his real name either 
***their real name, the SFLC family artists 
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the art of ordering a pizza in provo 


1. If using a touch-tone, press random numbers 
while ordering. Ask the person taking the order 
to stop doing that. 


2. Use CB lingo where applicable. 


3. Terminate the call with, 
never had this conversation." 


"Remember, we 


4. Tell the order taker a rival pizza place is on 
the other line and you're going with the lowest 
bidder. 


5. In your breathiest voice, tell them to cut the 
crap about nutrition and ask if they have some- 


thing outlandishly sinful. 


6. Sing the order to the tune of your favorite 
song from Metallica's "Master of Puppets" CD. 


7. Do not name the toppings you want. Rather, 


- spell them out. 


8. Put an extra edge in your voice when you say 
"crazy bread." 


9. Stutter on the letter "p." 
10. Ask what the order taker is wearing. 


11. Tell the order taker you're depressed Get 
him/her to cheer you up. 


12. Change your accent every three seconds. 
13. Order 52 pepperoni slices prepared in a 
fractal pattern as follows from an equation you 


are about to dictate. Ask if they need paper. 


14. Start your order with "I'd like. ..". A little 
later, slap yourself and say "No, I don't." 


Ee. it. right, say "OK. That'll be $10.99; please 
pull uj up to the first window." 


Student Review: 
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16. Ask if you get to keep the pizza box. When 
ey say yes, heave a sigh of relief. 


17. Put the accent on the last syllable of "pep- 
peroni." Use the long "i" sound. 

18. Move the mouthpiece farther and farther 
from your lips as you speak. When the call 
ends, jerk the mouthpiece back into place and 
scream goodbye at the top of your lungs. 


19. When they say "Will that be all?", snicker 
and say "We'll find out, won't we?" 
20. Imitate the order taker's voice. 


21. Ask if they deliver to Utah State Hospital. 
If so, tell them to deliver it through the window 
of Room 203. “The one on the corner, you 
know, like last time.” 


22. Say it's your anniversary and you'd appreci- 
ate if the deliverer hid behind some furniture 
waiting for your spouse to arrive so you can sur- 
prise him/her. 


23. Order with.a Speak-n-Spell where applica- 
ble. 


24. While on the phone, fake entering puberty. 
Fluctuate pitch often; act embarrassed. 


25. Say “Can I get it WITHOUT earwigs this 
time?” 


26. Order two toppings, then say, "No, they'll 
start fighting." 


27. Tell the order taker to tell the manager to tell 
his supervisor he's fired. 


28.. If he/she suggests anything, adamantly 
declare, "I shall not be swayed by your sweet 
words." 


WRITERS 
ILLUSTRATORS 
QUARK FIENDS 


You need the practice. Get published. 


Tuesday Nights, Brimhall Atrium Eight O’Clock 
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29. Start the conversation with "My Call to 
(Pizza Place), Take 1, and ... action!" 
30. When they repeat your order, say “Again, 
with a little more OOMPH this time." 


31. Haggle. 


32. Start the conversation by reciting today's 
date and saying, "This may be my last entry." 


33. Perfect a celebrity's voice. Stress that you 
won't take any crap from some two-bit can't- 
hack-it pimple-faced gofer. 

34. Teach the Order taker a secret code. Use the 
code on all subsequent orders. 


35. Mumble, "There's a bomb under your seat." 
When asked to repeat that, say "I said ‘sauce 
smothered with meat'." 


36. Make the first topping you order mush- 
rooms. Make the last thing you say "No mush- 
Hang up before they have a 
chance to respond. 


rooms, please." 


37. When the order is repeated, change it slight- 
ly. When it is repeated again, change it again. 
On the third time, say "You just don't get it, do 
you?" 


38. When you're given the price, say "Oooo000, 
that sounds complicated. I hate math." 


J 


39. Offer to pay for the pizza with a public flog- 
ging. 


40. Dance all around the word "pizza." Avoid 
If he/she says it, say 
"Please don't mention that word." 


saying it at all costs. 


Student Review: Searching for Answers 


by Cami Hill 


I’ve witnessed one of two reactions every 
time I tell someone I’ ve joined the staff of Student 
Review; The is the enthusiastic exclamation, “Oh, I 
love that magazine. My favorite article...” The sec- 
ond is a look of horror and then abject pity, a look 
you would give to someone who had just 
announced they’d recently contracted leprosy. The 
polar opposition of these two reactions puzzled and 
disturbed me. I couldn’t understand what it was 
about the Review which inspired such a negative 
response. After some thought, I came to the conclu- 
sion that people who awaited my imminent excom- 
munication upon hearing the news were misunder- 
standing the purpose and mission of the Review. As 
the mission statement of the Review clearly states, 
“We are an open forum for thoughts and opinions.” 
The very openness the Review is so proud of is the 
factor which drives people away. 

Openness is another word for a search for 
truth in the Review. The most disturbing thing 
about the paper for most people is its reputation for 
criticizing both the general authorities and Brigham 
Young University, or the way it appears to criticize 
them. Some articles have been blatantly against 
either BYU or against the general authorities, and if 
that offends people I am sorry. However, the fact 
that some people find such criticism offensive does 
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not make the viewpoint any less valid. Fhe Review 
will not print anything irresponsible or slanderous. 
Nevertheless, this criticism reinforces rather than 
destroys belief because it compels people to exam- 
ine their own belief system an reaffirm the truth 
they have found within it. In Latter-Day Saint cul- 
ture, more often than not I feel we are defined by 
what we do not believe, by the things we do not 
stand for rather than the things we do. When you 
read something you do not agree with it is often the 
first step toward thinking about your own ideas and 
forming a conviction you can both defend and live 
by. If you are opposed to thinking about the issues 
discussed, don’t read the Review. 

Many articles do not criticize BYU or the 
general authorities. These articles do, though, repre- 
sent a conscious effort on the part of the author to 
determine whether or not a particular policy or 
piece of counsel has a place within their own lives 
or to determine how a policy or counsel affects 
their lives. For example, Priscilla Harman wrote an 
article for the last issue in which she discussed the 
firing of Gail Houston. Her article delved deeply 
into feminism and its place at BYU. Priscilla’s 
search led her to a conclusion in perfect accordance 
with both BYU and with the general authorities of 
the church. Most of the time, such searches will 
reveal the correctness of both the general authori- 
ties and BYU, but as a thinking people it is impera- 
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tive that we do search. In most cases, I am opposed 
to blind obedience. Because the prophet said so is 
not a good enough reason for me. This does not 
mean that I don’t have a deep belief that Gordon B. 
Hinckley and all those before him are prophets of 
God; it means that before I commit to do a certain 
thing, I must know for myself that it is right. 

The scriptures are filled with countless 
examples of men who searched for truth and found 
the way. If Joseph Smith hadn’t questioned, if he 
hadn’t searched for truth, where would we be 
today—certainly not in Utah. When Lehi told 
Nephi of his vision of the tree of life, Nephi 
believed him wholeheartedly, and then he asked 
God if he, too, could see the vision—so he could 
know with a certainty in his own mind the things 
which his father had reported were true. We have 
all been counseled to “study it out in our own 
mind.” Thinking about and considering another’s 
viewpoint is part of arriving at your own conclu- 
sion, The writers of Student Review are just study- 
ing it out in print. The topics which are discussed 
by the general authorities, BYU, and Student 
Review are important enough to help determine our 
eternal salvation. It is precisely because of their 
importance that we must carefully examine them 
and then find our own truth; that is the purpose of 
Student Review. 


Quit pooping in 
your diapers and 
join Student 
Review. 


Tuesdays 8pm Brmb Atrium 
(No Crack Please) 


